

TkeTragedie of Othello 


The worft of words, 

Iago, Good my Lof d pardon me, 
Though T atti bound to cuery A<Ste of dutic, 
I am noc bound to chat : All Siaucs are free? 
Vcter my Thoughts? Why fay, they arc vild,and falce? 
As wherc's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not i Who ha's that breaft fo pure, 
Wherein vncleanly Apprchenfions 
Keepe Lcetes, and La w-dayes, and in Scflions fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oth. Thou do'ft confpire againft thy Friend {Iago) 
If thou but think' ft him wrongd, and mak'ft his earc 
A ftranger to thy Thoughts, 

Iago. I do befeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueffc 
(As I confeffe it is my Natures plague 
To fpy into Abufes, and of my icaloufic 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wifedome 
From one, that fo imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build your felfc a trouble 
Out of his fcatteririg, and rnfure ebferuancc ; I 
! It were not for your quiet , nor your good , 
Nor for my Manhood, Honefty, and Wifedome, 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Otb. What doft thou meane ? 

lago. Good name in Man, & woman(decrc my Lord) 
Is the immediate Tcwcli of their Soulcs; 
Who ftealcs my purfe, fteales trafh : 
Tis fomething, nothing; 

Twas mine, 'tis hit, and has bin flaue to thoufands : 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that,which not enriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed. 

Otb. lie know thy Thoughts. 

I*vo You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor faall not, whif ft 'tis m my cuftodie. 

Oth. Ha/ 

Iago % Oh, beware my Lord, of iealoufic, 
It is the grcene-ey'd Monfter, which doth mockc 
The meatc it feeds on. That Cuckold Hues in blilfe, 
Who ccrtaine of his Fate, loucs not his wronger ; 
But oh, what damned minutes d els he ore, 
Who dotes, yet doubts : Sufpe£ts,yet foundly loues ? 

Otb. Omiferie. 

lago, Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, / 
But Riches fincletTe, is as poore as Winter, 
To him that cuer feares he fhaJl be poore 
Good Hcauen, the Soulcs of all my Tribe defend 
From Icaloufie. 

Otb- Why? why is this ? 
Think'ft thou, lid make a Life of Tealoufie ; 
To follow {till the changes of the Moone 
Withfrefh fufpitions ? No : to be once in doubt, 
Is to be refolu'd : Exchange me for aGoat, 
When 1 frail turne the bufinefle of my Soulc 
To fuch exufflicatc, and blow'd Surmifes, 
Matching thy inference. Tis not to make me Icalious, 
To fay rny wife is faire, feeds well, loues company, 
Is free of Speech , Sings, Piayes,andDanccs : 
Where Vcrtuc is, thefe are more vcrtuous. 
Nor from mine owne weakc mcrites,will I draw 
The fmallert feare, or doubt of her reuolc, 
Forfhehad eyes, and chofemc. No Iago, 
He fee before I doubt ; when I doubt, prouc ; 
And on the proofe, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Loue,or Iealoufic. 


U. 1 am glad of this : For new J fr^jTb 
To Ihcw the Loue anc Duty that I bcarev ^^k* 1 
With hanker fpitit. Therefore(as J am brunch 
Receiue it from me. I fpeake not yet of p roo f J 
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Vf 
Weare your eyes. , thus : not Icalious, nor toiiW 
I would not hai»e your free, and Ncblc Naturt * 
Out of felfe-Bountyjbe abus'd :LookctooV 
I know our Country difpofition welli* 
In Venice, they do let Heaucn fee theprankes 
They dare not fhew their Husbands. 
Their beft Conscience, 
Is not to lcauc't vndone, but kept vnknownc 
Oth. Doft thou fay fo? " 
lag*. She did deceiue her Father, marrying V ou 
And when {he feem'd to ftiakc,ar.d feare yom \L\ 
She iou'd them moft. Kes * 
Oth. Andfofhedid. 
Iago. Why go too then: 
Sheethat fo young coaldgiue out fuch a Seemine 
To feele her Fathers eyes vp, clofc as Oakc, 
He thought 'twas Witchcraft. 
But I am much coo blame : 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 
For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for cuer. 
Iago. I fee this hath a little da(h*d.your Spirits ; 
Oth. Notaiot,notaiot. 
lago. Truft rae,I feare it has : 
I hope you will confider what is fpoke 
Comes from your Loue. 
But I do fed yarc moou'd : 
I am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech 
To groflcr iflucs , nor to larger reach, 
Then to Sufpition. 
Otb , I will not. 

lag*. Should you do fo (my Lord) 
My ipecch {houid fall into iuch vilde fucceffc, 
Which my Thoughts ayoYd not. 
d jfio's my worthy Fnend : 
My Lord.Ifee j 5 a;e mou'd. 

Otb N'\ not much mou'd: 
I do not thinke but Dejdemonas honeft. 

Iago Long hue fhc fo ; 
And Jong hue you ro thinke fo. 

Otb. And yet how Natutc erring from it felfc 
lago. I, there's the point : 
As (to be bold w thyou) 
Not to affeft many propofed Matches 

her owne Clime, Con plexion, and Degree, 
Whercio we fee in all thing^Nature tends: 
Foh, one may fmcl in iuch,a will moft ranke, 
Foule difproportions, Thoughts vnnaturalJ. 
But (pardon me) I do not in pofition 
Diftin£Uy fpeake of her,though I may feare 
Her will, rccoyling to her bettcf Judgement, 
May fal to match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent. 

Otb. Fareweli/arewcll: 
If more chou doft perceiuc, lec me know nwc: 
Sec on thy wife to obferue. 
Leaue me Iago. 
Iago. My Lord, I take my leaue. 
Of bet. Why did 1 marry? 
This honeft Creature (doubtletfc) 
Sces,and koowes more, much more then he fnfoldf- 
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Iago. My Lord, I would i might intreat your Honor 
f o fcan this thing no farther : Leaue it to time, 
Although/tisfit that Cajfio haue his Place ; 
for fare he filles it vp with great Ability ; 
yet if you pleafc, to him off a-while : 
You (hall by that perceiuc him,and his meanes : 
flote if y^r Lady flraine his Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement importunstie, 
Much will be feenc in that : In the rneane time, 
Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 
(As worthy caule I haue to feare i am^ 
find hold her free, I do befeech your Honor. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernmenr. 

Iago. I once more take my leaue. Exit . 

Otb. This Fellow's of exceeding honefty, 
And knowes all Qoantkies with a learn'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If 1 do proue her Hagg3rd, 
Though that her Seflts were my dcere heart-tirings, 
]'ld whiftle her off, and let her downe the winde 
Xoprey at Fortune. Haply, fct I am blacke, 
And haue not thofe fofc parts of Conuerfation 
That Chamberers haue :Or for I amdeclin'd 
Into the vale of yearcs (yet that's not much) 
Shee's gone . I am abus'd, and my relecfe 
Muft be to loath her. Oh Curfe of Marriage ! 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours, 
Andnot their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, 
And liue vpon the vapour of a Dungeon, 
Then keepe a corner in the thing I loue 
For others vfes. Yet 'tis the plague to Great-ones, 
Prcrogatiu'd at e they leffe then the Bafe, 
Tis deftiny vnihunnable, like death : 
Euen then, this forked plague is Fated to vs, 
When we do quicken. Looke where (he comes : 

€ nter Dejdemona and ^Lmilia* 

If (he be falfe, Hcauen mock'd it felfe : 
He not beleeue'c. 

Def. How now, my dtetcOthllo > 
Your dinner, and the generous Iflandcrs 
By you inuited, do attend your prcfencc. 

Oth. I am too blame. 

7)ef Why do you fpeake fo faintly ? 
Arc you not well? 

Oth. 1 haue a paine vpon my Forehead, heere. 

Def Why that's with watching, 'twill away againe. 
Let me but bindc it hard, within this houre 
It will be well. 

Oih. Your Napkin is too little j 
Let it alone: Come, lie go in with you. Exit. 

*Def. I am very forry that you are not well. 

t/£»w/. I am glad I haue found this Napkin : 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to ftcale it. But (he fo loues the Token, 
(For he coniur'd hcr,fl\e fhould cuer keepe it) 
That fherefctues it eucrmore about her, 
To kiffe,and talke too. He haue the worke tane out, 
And giu't Iago : what he will do with it 
Hcauen knowes, not I: 
I nothing, but to pleafc his Fantafie. 

Enter Iago. 

Iago. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 
x/£wil. Do not you chide : I haue a thing for you. 


Iago. You haue a thing for me? 
It is a common thing 
v£mil. Hah? 

lago. Tohaueafooliflh wife. - 

v£mit. Oh, is that ail ? What will you giue me now 
For that fame Handkerchiefs 

Iago. WhatHandkerchiefe? 

f^£mil. What Handkerchiefc ? 
Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona % 
That which fo often you did bid me fteade. 

Iago. Haft flolne it from her? 

v£mil. No ; but (he let it drop by negligence, 
And to th'aduantage, I being heere, took't vp : 
Looke, heere 'tis. 

Iago. A good weneh, giue it roe. 

*s£mtL What will you do with't, that you haue bene 
fo carneft to haue me filch it ? 

Iago. Why,what is that to you? 

•Jfcmil. If it be not for fomcpurpofe of import, 
Giu*t me againe. Poore Lady,{hee*l run mad 
Whenfhcftialllackeit. 

Iago. Be nor acknowne on't : 
I haue vfe for it. Gojcaue me. Exit t&rnil 

I will in Cajfio s Lodging loofe this Napkin, 
And let him fin de it. Trifles light as ay re, 
Arc to the iealious, confirmations ftrong, 
As proofes of holy Writ. This may dd fomething. 
The Moore already changes with my poyfon : 
Dangerous conceites, are in cheir Natures poyfons, 
Which at the firft arc fcarfe found to diftaftc: 
But with a little a6le vpon the blood, 
Burnc like the Mines of Sulpburc. I did fay fo. 
Enter Othello. 

Looke where he comes :Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowfie Syrrups of the world 
Shall eucr medicine thee to that fweetc flecpi 
Which thou owd'ft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha, ha, falfe to mec ? 

Iago. Why how now Gcnerall ? No more of that. 

Oth. A uant,be gone ; Thou haft fet me on the Rackc .: 
I fwearc *tis better to be much abus'd, 
Then but to know't a little. 

Iago. How nov/,my Lord? 

Oth. What fenfe had I, in her ftolne houres of Luft? 
I fa w't not, thought it not : it harm'd not me : 
Ifleptthenext night well,fed well, was free, andmerrie. 
I found noc Cajfio s kiflcs on her Lippes : 
He that is robb'djUot wanting what is ftolne, 
Lethimnotknow^jand he's not robb'd at all. 

Iago. I am forry to hcarc this ? 

Oth. I had beene happy, if the general! Carnpe, 1 
Pyoners and all, had tafted her fweetBody% 
Sol had nothing knowne. Oh now,forcuer ? 
Farewell the Tranquil! minde ; farewell Content ; 
Farewell the plumed Tr^opes, and the bigge Warrcs^ 
Tharmakes Ambition, Vcrtuc 1 Oh farcweih, 
Farewell the neighing Steed, and the (hrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th'Eare-picrcingFifc, 
TheRoyall Banner, and all Qualitie, 
Pride, Pompe,3nd Circumftance of glorious Warre; 
And O youmortall Engines, whofe rude throttes 
Th'immortaD loucs dread Clamours, counterfct, 
Farewell : OiheMs Occupation's gone. 

Iago. Is'cpofltblc»my Lord? 

Oth. Villaine, be fure thou proue my Lone a Whore; 
Be fure of i t ; Giue me the Occular proofe, 

Or 


